"Iwas the night of the Frolic, which all through the year 
We'd awaited with longing and some of us fear 

Least riding the goat in Angora style 

Be more than we neophytes could take with a smile. 

The members had gathered at Warren Hotel, 

some of them early to settle things well. 

When John and I came at a quarter to nine 

The party was going along very fine. 

We entered thé door amidst a great clatter, 

The laughter of men and maiden's gay chatter. 

Before one could see what it all was about, 

A forceful committee of three dragged me out, 

Put in one hand a long piece of thread, 

In the other a needle and then to me said, 

"Just sit on that bottle there on the floor, 

When you've threaded the needle you're ready for more.” 
Ah, but that merely started the fun. 

Next on the program a ghost race Was run. 

The men lined On one side, the women on t'other, 

A suitcase of clothes at one end, and the other, 

I gazed with mouth open at the weird array 

Which might be Angoras on some other day. 

Disguised now with schnozzles, false teeth, and false hair, 
There wasn't a single familiar face there. 

But the signal is given to start off the race; 

A pair at each end done the clothes in the case. 

Away "round the house and back in the door 


And we're ready to start off the next waiting four. 


A game or two more and we initiates five 
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Were dying of curiosity but still much alive. 
Anne, the two Johns, Ralph, Andy, and : 
Were given a paper to guide our steps by. 
Held to the fire a moment or two 
The very first orders appeared to our view. 
We grabbed up our coats, rushed to the sea shore 
Found there instructions which told us some more. 
The treasure we sought was not hard to find; 
Our leaders had left their footprints behind. 
The night was dark, but perfectly grand, 
So we built us a bonfire there on the sand. 
When two of the members came hunting us down 
We slyly pretended no treasure we'd found. 
But not being so dumb they soon "smelled a mouse” 
And herded us pronto back into the house. 
And there to our horra@ but not our surprise, 
The thing we most dreaded met our sad eyes. 
A toast to Angoras we drank, but in vain 
A few of us tried the lasts drops to drain. 
Hurray! it is finished, this strenuous ordeal 
And placed in our hands the Angora seal; 
And deep in our hearts we carry with pride 
The knowledge that brotherhood among us will bide. 
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The quiet is shattered by the usual call 
"There's coffee and doughnuts across the hall, 
And after refreshments we've planned a treat, 
If you'll all settle back in a comfortable seat." 
Reuben will offer an exclusive preview 


Of the movies he's taken the last season or two." 
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It’s needless to say we had some great thrills 

From beautiful scenes and exciting ski-spills. 

Oke was the hero in more shot than one, 

And the cheers of our "Garbo" caused us much fun. 

Our own Saddle mountain in winter array, 

Hydroplsane races and yachts under way, 

Mt. Adams and Beker flashed on the screen. 

Such fine entertainment we were glad to have seen. 

The dishes were done in an excellent style 

By the five brand new members in a very short while. 

An hour of dancing, some songs by the fire 

Then most of us felt it was time to retire. 

But three of our foolish ones went for a walk, 

In spite of the fact it was past two o'clock. 

Our Romeo John must be a brave soul 

To take more than one girl out for a stroll. 

All became quiet and goodnights were said. 

Anne and I wonder what you found in your bed. 
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Bight in the morning and bright sunny skies 

Called us from slumber with wide-open eyes. 

Ralph started the day with a good prank or two, 

A brisk morning walk drew the ambitios few. 

First call for breakfast, no words can tell 

How good those hot-cakes and sausages smell, 

Stacks upon stacks were soon lost to sight 

Me few who came late must have had to fight. 

Dishes again for the dish-washing crew, 


But they cheerfully tackled what came into view. 
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Just when we thought we surely were done 

Some member would hand us another one. 

A hike had been scheduled to take place on the beach 
to start from Hug Point 'till Arch Cape we pion. reach. 
The morning was blue, all sunny and gold 

How could a one of us feel unhappy or old? 

We viewed the test tunnel which seems started well, 
And returned by the highway to the Hotel. 

Just time to change clothes and get ready for dinner, 
And believe me, my dears, it sure was a Winner. 
Steaming meat pies, salad, and Jello. 

Tat was bound to fill up the hugriest fellow. 

But just let me tell you these Angoras are sly. 

They auctioned the favors to make pumpkin pie. 

Even the candles were bid in the sale, 

The way they changed hands would make a long tale. 
Dishes again and no skipping out; 

Whenever we tried we were turned right about 

And sent to the kitchen to finish our work; 

I guess it's a thing no new "goat" can shirk. 

Ralph grumbled a bit that the pie-crust was tough. 
At least to those pans it stuck fast enough. 

The rest of the day sped by before long 

Spent leisurely talking or singing a song. 

Before we were ready it was time for goodbys. 

I'm sure we all left with a bit of <a sigh. 

With an Anbora "Bas-aa" for the Warren's so kind 

We set off wi¢stfully homeward to wind. 

Thus ends the sa@ga of a jolly weekend 


Until a new year rolls around once again. 


Artie E, Appleton 


